LETTER  TO  CELIA   THAXTER        519

see any fun in such talk." To which he gravely
replied: " Mother, this is no idle joke; I am tell-
ing the truth. Sophronia Page has been taking
what does not belong to her. Thee will have
to believe it, for she has begun to restore what
she has taken! " He then produced the bonnet,
and his mother said: " Greenleaf, if thee were
twenty years younger, I would take thee over my
knee ! "

TO  CELIA THAXTER.

15th. 2d mo., 1867.

God has been very good to me. I sometimes
think I am about the richest man in the world, not
exactly in greenbacks and deeds of warranty, but
in loves and friendships, and the dear sense of kind
remembrances and wishes flowing in upon me,
peopling loneliness with forms of beauty, and dis-
placing silence with sweet sounds. Would I forego
all this for a name on 'Change ? By no means. I
ought to be thankful to the dear Lord, and I trust
I am. But it all seems so undeserved ; the partial
praise of my friends makes me feel like one whose
credit outruns his capital. I don't want to obtain
anything under false pretenses. ... I thought
after it was too late that it would have been so nice
to have had thee stay till the next morning ; and
when the firelight flickered and danced on the walls
in the evening twilight, I thought how pleasant it
would be to have thee with us, warmed and glori-
fied in that hearth-light. ... I will send thee a
copy of my little book [" The Tent on the
Beach." ] in a few days. There are some things